A Moment in Life. °*™ 


“Every person is a creator of his or her life; each is ‘god,’ a son or daughter of ‘The Creator.’ We 
each produce our world, without exception. Welcome to a glimpse into my creation. It is a cool, 
breezy morning and quiet but for the birds chattering as they begin their daily activities. In my 
garden, the working girls are busy with daily tasks; their enthusiasm and self-assurance is catching 
as they visit the flowers seeking pollen and an occasional drink of sweet nectar, which drunkens 
them silly for a time. A loud buzzing near my ear signals an inquisitive honeybee checking out a 
visitor. She circles about once or twice then resumes to conclude business in time to arrive at her 
hive before the noonday Texas heat. Checking for mail requires a visit of the gray, striped lizard 
who lives in the mailbox. I am not startled anymore as it dashes away from the sudden surprising 
light of the opening door. A resident Mama-jay perches above in an oak, a tree worth its weight in 
gold against brutal Texas heat, singing her song to an indifferent world. This morning it is her most 
beautiful ever — as are all of them. She mimics her environment. In the mix I can identify a cell- 
phone ring, an automobile motor, a Grackle mating call, Sparrow chatter, the purr of a contented 
cat, followed by a Crow caw-caw and many more lovely sounds she composed to make it ‘her 
song.’ Mama-jay’s joy is heartfelt as she sings to her audience: nature, ‘god,’ and me. ‘Divine 
Source’ sings through her to all who will stop and listen. Chatter in the bushes is a daily social 
discourse among the active Sparrows discussing whatever is on their minds. The neighbor’s 
chickens celebrate Henrietta’s new egg. After laying it, she begins loudly proclaiming the birth 
announcement that transcends into cacophony by squawking neighboring hens imitating her. 
Henrietta’s lone voice becomes indiscernible from the chorus of cackles. Chickens are amusing 
creatures. A nervous insect occupying the tomato bush ducks behind an adjacent leaf. One cannot 
be too careful in a world of eat it before it eats you. Everything is food for something else. Spring 
blossom fragrances carried by the soft, morning breezes beckon the working girls to investigate. A 
sweet-bee following one passes very close to my nose; she has a faint, light, delicate engaging 
perfume about her; a delightful yet indescribable mix of honeycomb and various pollens, titillating 
to the senses and unforgettably charming! She buzzes around me for a moment, then with her 
curiosity settled flies on to pollinate the world with color, fragrance and a variety of many 
wonderful things in life, which most people take for granted. Sweet pea the squirrel, sitting at her 
treat cup nailed to a fence post - is munching sunflower seeds. A descendant of previous 
generations of ‘Sweet peas’ who over decades visited that little tin can nailed to a fence post to 
enjoy good things from it. Sunflower seeds are a big attraction. While pregnant, Sweet pea’s formed 
their unborn pups and then nursed them with milk created of the diet; then finished the undertaking 
by introducing young pups to Sunflower seeds at that can as first solid food. Who could ever 
imagine so much could happen from a little tuna tin nailed to an aging wooden post. A tradition and 
legacy that has passed and continues to pass through many generations of yard squirrels. Another 
trait of the original Sweet pea was to sit atop that fence post, overlay and place her front paws on a 
picket top, rest her chin atop folded paws then with a pensiveness that not even Socrates could 
manage, ponder the world as it passed by on the other side of her secluded, safe vantage. Following 
Sweet pea’s lead, all progeny share her same philosopher’s perspective of a present moment atop 
the same post she occupied nearly 20 years ago. I do wonder what these self-assured, thinkers 
ponder; could it be to live and enjoy the now because that is all that truly exists? 


